THE   COUNTRY

looks in vain for their French counterpart
Driving through the fertile plains of Central
France5 one can turn one's eyes over the fields
and scarcely see a house. And then, what
forests still grown on French soil ! Huge tracts
of uninhabited woodland, with not a week-ender
or a walking-tourist to be seen within their
shades.

This state ofkhings is delightful to me person-
ally ) for I like the country, enjoy solitude, and
take no interest in the political future of France.
But to a French patriot I can imagine that a drive
across his native land must seem depressing.
Huge populations, upon whose skulls the bump
of philoprogenitiveness can be seen at a quarter
of a mile, pullulate on the further side of almost
every frontier. Without haste, without rest, as
though by a steadily continued miracle, the
Germans and the Italians multiply themselves,
like loaves and fishes. -Every three years a
million brand new Teutons peer across the Rhine,
a million Italians are wondering where they are
going to find room, in their narrow country, to
live. And there are no more Frenchmen.
Twenty years hence, what will happen ? The
French Government offers prizes to those who
produce large families. In vain; everybody
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